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As domestic violence hits 
epidemic |levels, treatment of 
offenders jhas taken a radical 
feminist t|urn that some say 
favors idepiogy over results 


' UST A FEW ROWS from where she sat hi a diner hi 
Jlbreveport, Louisiana, Janet Lynd cotUd see the state 
trooi>ers. Two of them were drinMne coBfee, attempt¬ 
ing to escape a mn^y Shreveport summer day. Lynd. 
wondered if she should make a hreak and tiy to get to 
throw herself on their starched blue mercy. Mike was 
iiilt iuflie ear. furious, glaring at her throu^ the win- 
, Woldd they be able to force him to leave"? And what 
|W happen when she got home to Califomia? 

^ possibilities weired heavily, and she let her head 
« She'd been living in terror ever since she and Mike 
embarked on this road trip, Driving in silence for 
him in a dismal ftinlt, then angry and screaming, 
(Wing things at her. then not wanting to talk to any- 
y—she Imd had to deal with rangers and hotel clerks 
te he sat brooding in the car. 

(O ihoi^t twice about the pdlica 
onoe weeks later, as Lynd tails It, on July 2,1995, back in 
C^pbell home she owns and ^ared with him, James 
.Jiaei Nichter, a Silicon Valley accountant, slugged her 
f so much fbree she crumbled to the floor in a heap- 
IT, she says, Nlchtcr picked Lynd up and threw her info 
sunken living room. On the floor, with her eyes shut, 
d-felt Nichter yelling Into her fhce. She said two words 
cr assailant, “Oh, Mike.” 
was a sigh, a resignation. 

ie thelQ, according to her statements to polfcei crawJed 
lio.stairs to the master bedroom, locking the door bo- 
i-her. There she treated the alleged blow to her fbee, 
ng Nichter would go away. A ccnqilB hours later, there 
V thrse taps on her door. Mike -wanted to talk; he was 
1 now. Lynd told him to wait downstairs, and she fbl- 
(d a tew minutes later, holding a towel to her ibce. He 
cptly starfed screaming-, calling her a cunt, a bitch and 
ora. “It vyaa pure fiiry,” Lynd says. She reached for the 
(hone to call 911. Nichter grabbed the phone andhung if 
fill screaming. 

a phone rang. 

len Nichter answered, his demeanor shifted abruptly, 
'.CKiIy hs was diamiing, gsntfle Mike Nichter, the man 
l Lynd had fallen in love with a year ego. 



Terrified,Lyndyellefl, Tte’s attackedme. Call (he police!" 

“When ha ^ off the phone, he had this ptedafory Jook.” 
Lynd says. "His Eice turned gray, and I ioinw hewasooraing 
for me and I just started to run." 

According toLynd, Nichter heaved a lamp after her. The 
lamp shattered on the floor as Lynd ran out the teont door 
and sou^t shelter among oleander bushes edging a vacamt 
building neatby. WhMi police airtvicd IS luinutes later, 
Mike had cleaned up the breakage and tidied the house. 
Once again, he vras welcoming, gracious, airnost Jovial. 

Camphell police shone a flashlight on Lynd, trembling In. 
the dark. “Doesn't lode IBm any damage,” one officer said. 
They took Niiditer, who denied any wrongdoing, to a local 
hotel. 

/■MV HAT IF HE WERE cau^t dtunk driving He 
■ ■ H B would have gone to lail. Instead, he got escort- 
IBIfl ed to a hotef and told he could come back to my 
bouse!" Lynd tells this story in the sunlit em- 
■ ™ ployee cafeteria at Santa Clara Corunty Social 
Services almost a year later. She hasn’t eaten or slept mindi. 
Her attacker Is stffl on the loose, ondLynd says he has vio¬ 
lated an emergency protective order el^t times. 

Lynd fbund out about toe ejdstence of Emergency Iteoteo- 
tlve Orders not fliom police but from Next Door, a domestic 
violence agency in San Jose she contacted on her own. Ihr 
two days before the EPO was served, Nichter stlU had keys 
to l.ynd’B house and car. The neirt morning, Nichter entered 
the house and posted “keep oitf ’ notes on his stuff. That af¬ 
ternoon, Nichter came in -with a firiend, she says, and chaniy 
ed, "Kill, kill, kfU," outside her locked bedroom door. 

Lynd’s case was dropped by the DA’s ofHoe on July 11 be- 
Ibrs photos ofher bruises and wounds were even developed. 
The police deparhnent, she says, destroyed the roll cf film. 
She claims her dealings with CampbeU police and the 
county Judicial system have been “bewildcrbig, Insensithro 
and in some cases blatantly bostile,” 

AcqordLr^ to Lyiid, Nichter—who owns a house on die 
same block—has since surprised her, screaming obsceni¬ 
ties when she stepped outside to empty her garbage. Lynd 

sleeps in her bedroom with the door locked. 


I 

Charges were finally fded, and a warrant tor Nictuer’s ai 
restjwas issued Dec. 17, half a year a/fer the Incident Th 
warjrant was lost, she says, in the municipal court and wa 
not [signed by a judge until the end of January. Despik 
NichtertB threatening beha-vior, a reguested bail of 
waaflowersd to $5,000—and Nichter Is back on the street. 

you starting to get the picture?" she saysy sipptat 
coSle, too nervous to eat even a piece of -fruit. Lynd's dell 
cate blonde hair has been tellitig out. Slie bears the counts 
nance of a woman hoimded. She has already changed hel 
telephone number and now she thinks she might have tc 
move. "He's right where I live, and it's been one thing aftei 
aco^er," she says. “But why should T have to move? I didn’t 

do anything -wrong," 

KSSE DAYS, LYND spends much of her time wite 
Pam Butler, Santa Oara Counly's recently hired Vic 
tim Advocate. Like Lynd, Butler -was the victim of at" 
abusive relationship,, which lasted 18 months. Witt 
the help of a persistent DA, Butler was able to get her 

-^^usband indicted on 12 telony charges and one misdc 

If. Michael Braga is now serving almost seven yean 
iriaon, but he’ll be free in a year, and, Butler says, 
this guy. He’s bell-bent on revenge. Tbe guarrfc arc 
me to be scared. When he gets out. I’ll be looking 
ovej" my sho-ulderWtil one of us is dead” 
hf the meantime, Butler, an energetic straight-talker 
with an upbeat, gallows humor, spends nearly 14 hours a 
da5^.atteapllng to help women like Janet Lynd navigate a 
system she ctalms is often indifl&rent to the plight of bat¬ 
ter^ women. 

Ajxording to Butlor, Lynd is the victim “that doesn't 
exist” because Lynd was battered only once. Butter—who 
hasf become a victims’ advocate of national stature—tells 
stoijes of women who live 'in terror every day, unsure of 
what to do oj^s^ to thgir hattorera, unable to_do_aoylhinz 
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Source; https://www.industrydocuments.ucsf.edu/docs/qsln0004 






